CHAPTER XXII

HUBBLE-BUBBLE

"FOR countless ages," said Rumi, "we Iranians have
cultivated the Flower of Peace; long before your Sir
Raleigh laid down his cloak for your Virgin Queen, so
successful as a queen. Did not he claim to bring tobacco
from America? The true origin was the condolence of a
young Persian who lost a wife he loved with the fierce
fire of passion. He did everything to forget. He took
concubines by the score and four virgin wives. But he
could not lose himself. At last he told his sorrow to a
holy man, who counselled him thus:

" *Go to thy wife's tomb. There pluck a weed which
you will find growing at the head. Place it in a hollow
reed, light it at one end, and inhale the smoke from the
other. That will comfort you.1

"The distraught one obeyed. Thus he learned to sit
upon the carpet of patience and smoke the pipe of content-
ment."

Rumi offered us a cigarette.

"We have another talc of the origin of tobacco. Once
upon a time Muhammad found a viper frozen upon the
ground. He picked it up and put it in his sleeve for
warmth. When the viper thawed it said:

" CO, Prophet, I am going to bite you.*

" 'Why?' asked he.

" 'Because there is war between your people and mine,*
it said, suiting action to word.

"The Prophet sucked the poison from the wound,
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